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1 . Chapter 1 

_Summary: __He ' s the poster boy for the delinquents, and she's the 
valedictorian for her year. They end up in calculus together, and the 
rest is history. [High school AU] 

_Disclaimer_: I don't own Zootopia. Oh, the things I'd do if I did... 
(which is nothing actually because I thought the movie was 
perfect) . 

a€" 

**Boys Like You** 
a€" 

Summer had passed in a blissful series of events that went as 
followed: Bunnyburrow for a week to see her family before she 
returned to Central City. Then, everyday but Sunday, she would wake 
up at 7AM to make it to her 9AM to 5PM internship. After eight hours 
of mindless pencil-pushing and catering coffees to unappreciative 
higher-ups, she returned to her aunt's house for a quick microwave 
dinner and then jetted off to her tutoring gig from 7PM until 10PM. 
Then, as one last final hurrah to the warm and carefree days, she 
returned to Bunnyburrow again for a week to see her family. 

Truly blissful. 

_Not_. 


"Ugh, you poor, little thing!" Clawhauser crooned, casting 



sympathetic eyes on her. He had one paw against his cheek and the 
other tapping a pencil (that looked abnormally small between such 
large fingers) against his wooden desk (which was also dwarfed by the 
cheetah's sheer size). 

"I _know_, " Judy groaned, slumping into her seat. "If I have to 

sharpen one more pencil, something awful is going to happen to 

someone. At this point, school is _good_. I _love _school. Nobody's a 

bigger proponent of education than _me!_" 

Ben laughed and finally set the pencil down, relieving Judy of the 
constant sound of it clicking against wood. "I wouldn't speak so soon 
if I were you!" He singsonged. "Your sophomore year hasn't even 
started yet." 

She scoffed, smiling and rolling her eyes good-naturedly. "Oh, 
_please_. Nobody remembers sophomore year! You don't." Her eyes flit 
around the room, landing on one of her classmates. "I'll bet he 
doesn't. I'll be fine." 

As Ben returned her grin with a small one of his own, he shrugged. 
"You never know, Judy." 

The corners of her lips fell a little and she opened her mouth to 
reply, but before the addressed bunny could dignify his comment with 
a response, the bell rang. Judy snapped her mouth shut, sat up 
straight, and folded her hands together so that they rested on the 
desk in front of her. Roll was taken, syllabi were passed around, and 
many attempts were made not to fall asleep (and it was only the first 
day . _Ugh_) . 

She repeated this routine three more times, then went to 
lunch . 

"Juju!" A high voice shrilled from across the cafeteria, and "Juju" 
laughed at her friend, who was waving her tiny paw in the air despite 
the fact that that made absolutely no difference due to the arctic 
shrew's small stature. Bounding over with her packed lunch in hand, 
Judy seated herself in the maroon, vinyl booth. "Ben'll be here in a 
second, he's checking if there are any donut fundraisers going on." 
Fru Fru rolled her eyes, shooting Judy a _you-know-how-he-is _sort of 
look. Sure enough, a tower of boxes entered through the double-doors 
of the lunchroom, the hulking linebacker balancing the stack in his 
arms while a gaggle of other students circled him and chattered 
animatedly . 

By the time the cheetah reached his two best friends, he'd managed to 
talk away his fans. In his arms he carried two boxes of Giant Donuts, 
which he opened as he sat. Leaning in, he inhaled and sighed 
gratuitously. Judy laughed when his face lifted from the box, 
chocolate glaze stuck to the tip of his nose. 

She sighed, eyes sparkling and filled with warmth as she spoke 
affectionately, "I missed you guys so much." 

When Ben spoke, his voice was muffled and bits of donut and sprinkles 
sprayed out of his mouth. "I'd miss us too if I worked my tail off 
the way you did!" Fru Fru shrieked, flinching to her side to avoid 
the carnage . 



"What'd you do, Judy?" Their tiny companion asked. Her paws fiddled 
with the zipper of her lunchbox before peeling the container open. A 
feast sprang out from the inside, definitely an arrangement by their 
house chef. 

"Too much, if you ask me," Clawhauser answered for her. Judy laughed, 
shaking her head at him. 

Fru Fru, however, wasn't _actually _paying attention. "Want to know 
what I did?" She asked absent-mindedly, spreading some butter on a 
roll that was no bigger than a breath mint. 

Judy and Ben exchanged mirthful glances, used to Fru Fru's antics. 
They both knew the shrew had only asked about Judy's summer so that 
she could segue into her own. Still, they humored her. "I heard you 
visited family?" the bunny offered eagerly. "Sahara Square? Kinda hot 
for an arctic shrew, isn't it?" 

"_0oooooh!_" Fru Fru wagged her butter knife in the air, clearly 
disgruntled about something. "Let me just_ tell you_ what 
happeneda€" " 

But just as she was beginning her story, the cafeteria doors slammed 
open. A wolf leapt in backwards, looking absolutely gleeful. A trio 
of weasels did the same, gesturing wildly at whatever was in front of 
them before falling over each other in a huge fit of laughter. 

The center of attention? Nick Wilde. 

"Mm, that's a bad boy and a half if I've ever seen one," Ben hummed 
appreciatively, even taking the donut out of his mouth. 

The "bad boy and a half" was walking in the middle of the group, and 
contrary to the cacophony and commotion surrounding him, he was calm 
and collected, striding casually with a lopsided grin that bordered 
on a smirk. Paired with his straight posture, paws in his pocket, and 
half-lidded eyesa€" which were coolly watching his friends reenact 
whatever scheme they'd just gotten up toa€" he looked the picture of 
contented smugness. 

These were the school delinquents, of which Nick was their poster 
boy . 

"Isn't he just a cutie?" Ben chirped. 

Shrugging a single shoulder, Judy turned her violet gaze back to the 
cheetah. "I've hearda€ | interesting things about him." 

"Doesn't mean he can't be cute," Fru Fru chimed in. "Doesn't 
everybody love a guy whose a little mysterious?" She waggled her 
eyebrows suggestively and shimmied her shoulders. Ben laughed at the 
movement and Fru Fru continued the charade by winking at hima€" Judy 
was pretty sure she just saw a few sprinkles fly out of Ben's nose as 
he guffawed. 

"Hmm, " was her thoughtless reply as she rolled a steamed carrot 
around her tray with a fork. As far as she was concerned, Nick had 
nothing to do with her. Their paths would never cross, and that was 
fine with her. She was on track to graduate as valedictorian of her 
class, and he was, wella€| 



What was he? 


A delinquent. And she knew a lot about delinquents. 

"You're not going to eat just _donuts _for lunch, are you?" Judy 
poked at Ben in an effort to change the topic. She looked at him with 
concern. "You'll be starving by dinner! And you have practice after 
class ! " 

"Please, __mother_, " he scoffed, looking at her from over the 
chocolate glaze and sprinkles. "The whole _notion _of designated 
times to eat is ridiculous. If I get hungry. I'll eat. Easy as pie!" 
Brown eyes blinked, then widened. "Pie. That sounds pretty good, 
actually." But the bell rang as if reading his mind, and he sighed. 
"See you in math. I've got English with _Clawthorne _next . 

_Ugh_. " 

Giggling, Judy waved bye to him, taking her own time to pack her 
belongings. Fru Fru bid her farewell before scurrying to get to her 
chemistry class for first dibs on seating. 

Two more periods passed until she was reunited with Ben in their 
university-level Calculus class. When she entered the room, her heart 
droppeda€" every seat around her best friend was filled with people 
who were eager to get to know the school ' s favorite 
linebacker . 

"Judy!" Ben yelled out, waving her to the seat diagonally in front of 
him. He'd placed his backpack in the seat, something she hadn't 
noticed earlier (although she should have, considering his backpack 
was completely covered with buttons and pins from various concertsa€" 
especially Gazelle's concerts). Smiling gratefully at him, Judy 
dropped her stack of textbooks onto the table, rightfully claiming 
the desk as her own. 

For the next several minutes, she was pulled into the fuss 
surrounding Ben. 

Brenda turned to her immediately, pointing at her. "I thought I saw 
you at the front desk of Sealmens ! " She snapped her fingers, nodding 
her head vigorously. "How was that? Did you have fun taking messages 
and buying lunch for snobs?" The expression on the aardvark ' s face 
was teasing. 

"It wasa€ | fine," Judy allowed, shrugging casually but eyes still 
bright and eager despite her half-hearted answer. "Definitely a good 
experience . " 

"I'll bet. You'll be recruited right out of _high school _graduation, 
Hopps, " McHorn's voice boomed. "And here I am, just tryna get into 
the ZPD Summer High School Academy." 

Everybody else chimed in with their hopes and dreams as well, and how 
easy Judy had it. "_Guys_, " she flushed, sinking into her seat. 
Laughter crowded her, and she found that she didn't mind the joking 
at her expense if it meant everybody was happy. 

That was the thing about high school. She'd watched movies in middle 
and elementary school, and the reoccurring trope was always the 



singularly popular group of kids. Everybody knew who they were, and 
everybody wanted to be them. So Judy had expected exactly that, 
walking in on the first day of her freshman year ready to fly under 
the radar, concerned only with making friends she loved and grades 
she loved. 

But it turned out that no, high school was a lot more forgiving. Each 
clique had a member that every student had heard of, but nobody's 
company was particularly sought after. So of the socialites, there 
was Fru Fru and Leodore. The athletes loved Clawhauser and McHorn. 

The carefree souls included Yax. And the delinquents, well, that was 
Nick and Duke. 

Judy had found her way into the intellectuals group, her main 
competition for valedictorian being Bellwether, but there was an 
unspoken agreement that Judy was nicer and better-liked ("She's just 
soa€ | _conniving_. It always feels like she's scheming something 
whenever I talk to her!" Fru Fru had once voiced) . They all knew _of 
_each other; sometimes they were even friends (as was the case for 
her and Ben and Fru Fru) . But for the most part, each hierarchy 
functioned on its own and did its own thing. Not that each social 
structure didn't fill its own stereotypes, like she would never 
expect Yax or Nick to walk into her college-level CalculusaC" 

But the bell rang mid-thought, and sure enough, Nick Wilde did just 
that. Strolled in a second later, that is, looking as though he 
didn't have a care in the world. 

He took a minute to survey the seating arrangement. His and Judy's 
eyes met, but he looked away swiftly. 

There was an empty seat right in front of the teacher, and Judy 
prayed that Nick would pick that seat, even though she knew it wasn't 
conducive to cheating. But it wasn't like a seat on the _edge _was 
anymore conducive to cheating, either, since that was easier 
accessibility for the teacher, so why would he pick the seat behind 
her? And maybe, since the seat by the teacher was too _easy _to get 
caught cheating, the teacher wouldn't suspect him of cheating, and he 
knew that and would choose that seat anda€" 

Right, ok, she was just confusing herself now. For now, she would 
focus all her strength on sending the signal that _no, you can't sit 
by me_. 

Of course, she was finding that the fox was just _so _full of 
surprises, because he took the seat behind her. Next to Ben. Who 
looked at Judy from the corner of his eyes and grinned, waggling his 
eyebrows . 

She ignored him, choosing instead to berate her narrow-mindedness. It 
was wrong of her to make assumptions about Nick when she didn't even 
know him. Not to mention, from the way he carried himself in the 
cafeteria, he seemed a lot more mature than the rest of his friends. 
And anyways, this was university-level Calculus. He was obviously 
here for a reason. He must've been more than she'd thought he was, 
and she immediately felt ashamed of herself for labelling him as 
irresponsible and a cheater just becauseaC" 

"Hey, Carrots, do you have a pencil I could borrow?" 



He'd tapped on her shoulder, which wasn't the problem. The problem 
was that he'd _pulled _on her _ears_. He'd literally _tugged! _on her 
_ears ! _ 

Ok, fine, it was only one ear. But _really_? And what was with that 
nickname? "Carrots"? Slowly, she took a breath in and out once, 
withdrawing a pen from her school bag and handing it to him over her 
shoulder. She realized too late that it was her favorite 
carrot-recording pen and had half a mind to yank it back from 
him . 

But alas, his grip tightened on the orange pen. "Thanks," he 
whispered, the utensil sliding from her fingers as he took it. "I owe 
ya one. And don't worry, I won't cheat off you. It's a little hard 
from behind anyways." 

Her nose twitched. She could tell he'd been smiling as he'd said 
that, and it made her want to bristle, but she contained her outrage. 
How had he read her like an open book? A wave of irritation washed 
over her, followed by guilt. 

_Give him a chance_. She was being unfair, and she knew it. So she 
laughed quietly at his joke, just a short and small _haha_. The rest 
of the class passed without any interruptions, and when the dismissal 
bell rang, Clawhauser waved goodbye to her as he headed to the field 
and she headed to the buses. 

a€" 

a/n: TA-DA! A High School AU ! I've never written an AU in my life, 
but I'm finding that I'm experiencing a lot of firsts in the Zootopia 
fandomaC | 

Beta'd by berryandf riends ! Who also happens to be my roommate, LOL . 
I'm not sure at this point if every chapter will be beta'daCi 


2 . Chapter 2 

_Disclaimer: _I don't own Zootopia. I do own the mid-sized tsum tsum 
of Nick, though. That counts for something, doesn't it? 

a€" 

**Boys Like You** 
a€" 

A month and a half passed without disturbance, until one afternoon 
when the teacher called her and four other students up to the board 
to work out the daily exercises. Judy made her way to the board, Nick 
following just a few steps behind. 

That wasn't the disturbance, though. The disturbance was when she was 
a quarter of the way through her problemaC" just like everybody 
elseaC" and her eyes darted to Nick's work. She was only looking, 
wasn't really paying attention, except she did a double-take, balking 
at the fact that he was already three-quarters done with his own. He 
was hunched over, one hand in his pocket as the other scribbled 
furiously down a column of numbers. 



His handwriting was fastidious, each digit and variable taking up an 
imaginary square on a grid. Nick straightened his back, ears pricking 
as he examined his work so far. Apparently, Judy had stared a second 
too long, because his green eyes met her purple ones. She jerked her 
head back around as she flushed, feeling the heat bloom over her 
face . 

"You should check your division." 

Two things happened at once: one of them being that a squeak of 
surprise tried to escape from her, and she'd barely managed to keep 
the noise to herself. The other being that she'd almost leapt 
straight through the ceiling in fear. 

He was the last person she had expected to speak to her in this 
classroom after the pen incident (a pen which, by the way, he'd never 
returned), but now his voice was uncomfortably close. And gentle. And 
low . 

"You've forgotten to switch the sign coming down. It'll screw up your 
fraction expansion, which 'll screw up your graph." The entire time 
he'd murmured this to her, he hadn't cast a single glance at her or 
her work. In fact, he had gone back to crouching at the edge of the 
whiteboard to put the finishing touches on his graph. When he was 
done, he placed the dry erase marker in its original position, 
stepped back to check (or admire? Judy wasn't quite sure) his 
calculations one last time, and, finding it satisfactory, returned to 
his seat. 

Blushing again, she scanned her computations. He was righta€" she'd 
reversed all the signs. A little embarrassed, she grabbed the eraser 
to meticulously scrub away the pluses and minuses to correct them. A 
minute or two later, she was done, following Nick's path to get to 
her seat. They were the first two done, and the only two not to have 
a single error in their exercises. 

For the entire rest of the period, her mind was preoccupied with 
finding a way to properly thank him. Fortunately, the opportunity 
presented itself when she walked out to the bus stop and saw him 
walking down the same sidewalk, except with a smaller fox by his 
side, their hands linked and swinging. Nick was looking down at him 
with a doting smile on his face, nodding his head periodically. 

Her heart fluttered a little just because the image was so adorable. 
Was that his little brother? Had the little fox with big ears walked 
to his big brother's high school all by himself so that he could see 
his beloved older sibling? Smiling to herself, Judy trailed after 
them, picking up her pace so that she wouldn't lose them. 

They turned the corner. But when she followed and made it into the 
alley, she immediately began to cough at the smoke rising in the air. 
The smell of tobacco infiltrated her nose. 

Both the fox's ears perked, and their heads jerked towards the 
intrusion. It was a funny scene: the shorter fox was almost on his 
toes and had his arms raised all the way into the air holding up a 
lighter, a cigarette dangling from his mouth which looked strangely 
out of place with the clearly elementary uniform (a costume, Judy 
guessed) . Nick was leaned forward, tail-bone pressed against the wall 



behind him as he counted cash out in his paws and waited for the 
stick between his teeth to get lit. 

Just as the lighter's flame disappeared, they both dropped their 
hands to their pockets and straightened their backs. Smoothly, Nick 
pulled his cigarette away from his mouth, dropping it to his 
side . 

"Is thata€" are youa€" is that _weed?_" Judy squeaked, 
indignant . 

The red fox smiled lopsidedly at her, taking a small bag from his 
partner-in-crime with his paw that held the cigarette and handing the 
folded cash in exchange. "Thanks, buddy. See ya around." After a 
terse and mute nod, the fennec fox slinked away into the shadows. 

Judy heard a car backfire a minute later. Satisfied, Nick turned to 
face her. 

"You're not allowed to have that on school grounds," Judy hissed, 
motioning to the space Finnick had just occupied, then back at 
Nick . 

"You're right," Nick grinned, baring a fang. She noticed his uniform 
collar was undone. Of course it was. "Good thing we're not on school 
grounds, hm?" 

He was right. She could only stare dumbfounded. 

"What brings you to this part of town, rabbit?" 

"Are you going to smoke that?" Her violet eyes darted nervously 
around their vicinity to make sure there was nobody around. It'd be 
bad if he was caught, but it'd be worse if _she _was . 

"Why? You want some?" The nerve! She wanted to wipe that smile off 
his face. 

"_No!__" Judy spluttered, clutching her binder closer to her chest. 
"That's not allowed!" She hissed, furrowing her eyebrows. "If you get 
caught, you'll be expelled!" 

"Aaw, " he cooed, taking another drag from his cigarette before 
tapping it so the ashes dropped from the butt. "Worried about my 
education? That's sweet of you. But don't worry, it's not for me, 
anyways. I just need the cash. I've only done drugs once. Same time I 
found out that, eh, I'm not really about that life." 

"You can't _deal _drugs, either!" Judy rebutted, foot tapping 
vigorously and nose twitching. 

"Don't worry your cute little tail into a twist, sweetheart," Nick 
sighed, his smile fading as he raised an eyebrow. 

"Don't call me cute," was her weak comeback. This time, he raised 
both his eyebrows, and then sighed again and shook his head. 

"Here, I've got something for you." He beckoned her close and began 
digging into his pocket with his opposite paw. 


Judy hesitated. He rolled his eyes at her apprehension. "I'm not 



gonna bite. It's your pen." Sure enough, he produced her favorite 
carrot pen from his pocket. 

"Oh! Um, thank you." Softly, she stared at the pen in his grasp, 
which didn't have even a scuff on it. It was still in perfect 
condition. She felt bad for expecting so little from him. When she 
looked back up at him, he was staring at her calculat ingly , and it 
made her nervous . 

"Mmmhmm. Never really got a chance to give it back to you." 

"I sit _right _in _front _of you," the rabbit scoffed disbelievingly , 
raising an eyebrow of her own. 

The fox smiled and handed her the utensil, which she took gratefully. 
"So, why ' d you follow me?" 

She reddened from her toes to the tips of her ears. "I just wanted to 
say thanks. For, um, helping me in class earlier." 

This seemed to surprise him, but the look of shock was fleeting 
before it slid into a smirk and he cocked his head to the side. "No 

problem." Her heart warmed, except then he opened his stupid mouth 

again. "Gotta be a good Samaritan sometimes and help the dumb bunny 
out, y'know?" 

She'd just been warming up to him, too. But now her mood dropped 
instantaneously. "_Excuse me?__" She seethed. 

He was laughing and leaning back so that his back met the wall, and 

he crossed his arms and legs. "I was surprised to see you in class. 

Most of the bunnies barely make it past the remedial math 
class . " 

"And you decided to just _lump _me in with them, " she practically 
spat, fist clenching at her side, stopping only when she heard her 
binder begin to squeak under pressure. 

"Like the way you lumped me in with the rest of the 
foxes ? " 

Spluttering, she pressed her hand to her hip, feeling the pen poking 
against her side. "Yeah, well, _you_ happen to hang out with Duke 
Weaselton and the likes of them! _My _opinion of you was __hardly 
_unf ounded ! " 

"But still unfounded, nevertheless." He yawned (she could see all his 
teeth, lined up and sharp, and repressed her shiver) , rolling his 
shoulders and clearly losing interest in the conversation. After 
twisting to both sides and cracking his spine, he crouched down to 
meet her at eye level, hands on his knees. "_Look_, sweetheart," he 
pointed at her with his cigarette. Judy flinched away from the 
glowing red tip. "Dumb bunny," then he tipped the cig back at 
himself, "Sly fox, " Before placing the hand back on his knee, the 
embers of his stick falling to the ground from the impact. "That's 
the way the cookie crumbles." 

"I'm going to be _valedictorian_, " Judy hissed, scowling at him and 
refusing to be intimidated by his half-lidded eyes and smug face. "Of 
high school. _And _college, " she added resolutely. 



"_Mhmmm_. And then what?" 

Her breath caught . 

Nick stood up and raised his eyebrows at her. "That's what I 
thought." Dropping his cigarette, he crushed the butt under the heel 
of his foot. "See ya tomorrow. Carrots." 

She watched the red hot ashes fade to grey, and then swallowed past 
the lump in her throat . 

a€" 

In the short period of time from that interaction (one and a half 
weeks, to be specific), he'd become the bane of her existence. Every 
once in a while, he would flick or tweak or tug on one of her ears. 
Today, he blew into it, and she almost shrieked but just barely 
managed to pass it off as a violent coughing fit. 

"_Stoppit,_" She hissed, her ears falling flat as she scooted up to 
the edge of her chair. When she could still hear him chuckling, she 
physically dragged her entire desk up an inch or two and leaned 
forward until she was practically breathing down Flash's neck. 

When she turned her head to glare daggers at him, he was smiling 
_that way _at her, all lazy eyes and unbalanced mouth. And as much as 
she hated him, she knew why people thought he was so charming, so all 
she could do was twist back around, red in the face and steam blowing 
out her ears . 

Her efforts to get away from him were in vain though, because a 
second later, his voice came floating past her, self-contented, 
teasing, and too close for comfort. "How d'ya think you did on the 
exam? " 


Her heart stopped. The exam. _The exam!_ 

He must've seen her face whiten, cause there was a soft bark of 
laughter. She heard his chair creak as he settled back into 
it . 

"I'll allow retakes just this once," The teacher sighed 
long-sufferingly before pointedly looking at a few students over the 
rim of her spectacles. Ben smiled sheepishly at Judy. "So take it if 
you need it. On a brighter note, the highest score was a 
1 0 5 a€ " " 

Judy beamed, ready to receive her just-desserts. She knew Bellwether 
had messed up the problem with the rate-changing volumes, so she 
could only get a 100, but she herself had felt confident about every 
quest iona€" 

"Which goes to Nick Wilde. Congratulations Mr. Wilde, if you'd see me 
after classaC"" 

The teacher's voice faded into background noise as Judy blinked 
owlishly. Then she turned abruptly to look at Nick, who was trying to 
contain his laughter and grinning at her like the cat that ate the 
canary. His shoulders were shaking minutely. 



"Question three," he tutted, "You mixed up your signs again." 

How could she have forgotten about that equation? She bristled. "You 
were looking at my paper? _From behind_?" 

His eyes steeled at the accusation, and she realized she'd never seen 
him defensive. "_No_. I happened to see your work when I was handing 
my test in." There was a second pause before he continued, snippily, 
probably still affronted by her assumption. "You also messed up 
question seven." 

When class was over, Ben compared his test to hers (he'd gotten a 76. 
"Well, I'm just glad I passed," he said with relief), then rushed off 
to practice, promising that he'd be free on Thursday. Judy stepped 
out of class and stood by the door, waiting for Nick to come out 
after his conversation with Ms. Pearl. 

When he finally exited, she didn't waffle in asking, "Can I see your 
test?" While clutching her own in her hands. Her backpack leaned 
against the wall besides her legs. 

Nick shrugged, handing it to her flippantly. Her gaze flitted back 
and forth across the sheet, marveling again at the almost robotic 
handwriting . 

"Has anyone ever told you that you have really neat handwriting?" She 
murmured out loud, eyes still scanning the front page. When she 
looked up at the fox, he was looking at her like she'd grown another 
head. "What! You do!" Her defensive tone was instinctual. Nothing 
she'd said was weird, at least _she _didn't think so. 

Narrowing his eyes, he grabbed his test back from her. "I'm not 
done!" Judy protested, making a swipe for his work. He held her back 
with a paw between her ears, and she huffed in offense at being 
belittled in such a way. 

"You're right." He mumbled somewhat morosely, looking concerned for 
some reason. "I've never noticed." 

"_What_. " Judy deadpanned. "How did you not notice?" 

"Bigger fish to fry, " was his apathetic rejoinder before handing the 
test back to her. 

After another minute, Judy groaned. "I _knew _I should've studied 
that more. I just didn't quite get it, but Ia€|" She groaned again, 
this time louder and more dramatically. "It's my own fault. I didn't 
get it and just hoped she wouldn't include a question about 

it . " 

"What, differentials?" He raised an eyebrow at her and pulled a 
cigarette out of his front pocket, which Judy immediately gave the 
evil-eye. He seemed to notice her glare because he held up his paws 
in a surrendering motion, and then put it back in his pocket. 

"They're easy. Carrots." 


She squared her jaw. If she admitted that she didn't get it, he'd 
call her a dumb bunny, and that was the last thing she wanted. 



They walked in silence for a good few minutes, Judy debating what she 
should do when Nick finally sighed and placed a paw between her ears 
to turn them around and retrace their steps. Judy made an indignant 
noise, only to realize he was leading them to the library. His voice 
drifted from above her head. "If you need help, just ask for 
it 

When he said this, his voice was trained and almosta€ j benign. The 
unfamiliarity of his unobtrusive tone made the bunny feel a little 
shy, and she found that she had nothing to say back to him. They sat 
down next to each other at one of the round tables, and when their 
knees knocked against each other, Judy snatched her own away, making 
herself as small as possible. Nick didn't seem to notice. 

"What don't you get?" 

"Urn.. I justa€ | " She launched into a detailed review of how the 
process didn't make sense to her. He _mhm__-ed and _ah_-ed in 
intervals, nodding his head slowly every so often as well. Halfway 
through, she realized that he was watching her intently, his eyes 
never wavering from her own. Heat crept into her face and the hairs 
on the back of her neck started to prickle, so she rushed through the 
rest of her explanation. When she was done, he deftly slipped the 
pencil she'd been holding out from between her fingers, pointing and 
scribbling and explaining what she was doing wrong. A breath she 
hadn't known she was holding escaped from between her lips. 

After finishing, he leaned back into his seat, spinning the pencil 
amidst his fingers. "Make sense?" 

Judy exhaled, blinking her wide eyes in obvious surprise. "Actually, 
urn, yes . Wow . " 

Nick made a small noise of satisfaction, looking mildly pleased with 
himself before handing her pencil back to her and getting up to 
leave . 

He'd already slung his bag over his shoulder and was about to take a 
step away when Judy burst out, "_Wait_a€"" Her exclamation was a 
little overly-urgent , and she blushed when his ears pricked and he 
turned to look at her with raised eyebrows. "I justa€" thanks. I know 
you didn't have to. But that wasa€ reallya€| _nice_ of you." Her 
voice got smaller and smaller, until she was pretty sure he hadn't 
really heard the last half of what she'd said. Suddenly she was a 
little self-conscious, wondering if maybe she had accidentally given 
him a backhanded compliment. 

Nick shrugged uncomfortably as his eyes darted away from her, clearly 
not used to such public displays of gratitude. 

"We shoulda€ | do this again," Judy suggested softly, rolling the 
pencil anxiously in her paws. "Not that I'm admitting I'm a dumb 
bunny, just thata€ | you're not a dumb fox. That's all." Now _she _was 
looking away nervously. 

A smirk had grown on his face during the last portion of her little 
monologue. "Sure, Carrots." 


Everything about her perked. Her eyes raised from the ground, her 
ears pointed to the sky, and her back straightened. She hadn't 



expected a positive reply from him. "_Really?_" Even her voice was a 
little higher than usual and had been re-infused with its usual 
pep . 

"Yupp." Upon hearing this, the bunny beamed, hands tightening around 
the straps of her backpack. "Who knows, might be fun. A tiny 
sophomore like you hanging out with a junior that might just eat her 
alive." His grin was toothy, verging uncomfortably into something 
almost predatory. 

But Judy wasn't fazed, although her voice was a little timid when she 
retorted, "No. I don'ta€| I don't think you would." 

It was a small amount of trust, but the quick flash in his eyes made 
her think that it still made him uneasy. She wasn't given an 
opportunity to further analyze whatever had just happened however, 
because he'd begun making his way out, turning around only as he left 
the entrance to salute her with his pointer finger. 

Her eyes followed his back as he exited. She briefly remembered the 
first day of classes, when Ben had cautioned her about her sophomore 
year. But Judy shook the thought off, chastising herself for being 
silly. It was just calculus and a fox, and none of that equated to 
craziness no matter how diligently anybody did the math. 

a€" 

a/n: Thanks for your patience! :D I can't guarantee a pattern in 
updates, but I intend to see this fic to the end. Excited to go on 
this journey with everybody! :0 

Also, I had to google Calculus for this chapter... because I can't 
remember anything from when I took BC Calc in high school... yeuch... 
I made sure to finish math early so that I wouldn't have to deal with 
it. I don't think I've done any serious calculating since my junior 
year of high school (I'm a junior in college now) . I'm awful at math, 
but I do see the beauty in it . 

As always, please leave a review! :D Your guys' thoughts and 
opinions, reactions and kindness keep me inspired! :")) 


3 . Chapter 3 

_Disclaimer: _I don't own Zootopia. I've also decided to stop placing 
disclaimers after a few more chapters because I can no longer put 
myself through the torture of repeating this sad, sad phrase (Just 
kidding, but I really will stop putting the disclaimers in a few more 
chapters. I think, at least) . 

a€" 

**Boys Like You** 
a€" 

"Soa€| are we gonna meet after class?" 


"What?" 



She ignored the funny look on his face, diving straight into the 
question. "You know. Our study sessions! After class, in the 
library? " 

Nick opened his mouth to retort, but seemed to think better of it 
because he snapped his jaw shut. After a moment in which he continued 
to stare at her funny, he spoke up. "What?" 

_Ok . Maybe try a different tactic? _"Y'knowa€|" Judy motioned to her 
book bag, which was strapped securely to her back, as opposed to 
Nick's, which was extremely loose and hanging from his shoulder. "We 
go to the room with a lot of books anda€"" 

"I know what you're saying, rabbit," Nick snapped, scowling at her. 
"But that was _one time_. What makes you think I wanna do it again? I 
happen to like doing _enjoyable_ things after class." Hastily, he 
clarified (in case she was an idiot), "which studying is 
_not_. " 

"C'mon!" Judy cajoled, hopping a little in place. "Think of it as an 
opportunity to show me how much better than me you are." 

He smirked at her. "I like where this is going. Go on." 

"What about just today? Try out _one _day . " Hesitating, Judy decided 

to go all in. "I mean, who knows, maybe you aren ' t _smarter than 

me, and I don't really need you. We'll never know until we try." 
Playing up the image of nonchalance, Judy shrugged. "But if you're ok 
with me thinking you're a dumb fox, then by all means, pass up this 
_awesome_ opportunity to prove me wrong." 

She turned around to leave, ready to bluff her way through the next 
interaction and pretend that she didn't really care if he helped her 
out or not (oh, but she _really, really _wanted it) . Just as her feet 
took a skip forward, Nick conceded. 

"Alright, sly bunny. Just today. A trial run, if you will." 

"A trial run, " she nodded in agreement, secretly elated but 
controlling her face so it looked neutral. 

A low growla€" or maybe it was a purr?a€" emitted from Nick's chest, 
and Judy's ears pricked. He looked extremely satisfied when he 
whispered to her cunningly, "Prepare to be _schooled_. " 

Her response to his pun was to roll her eyes and groan. 

a€" 

The next three days, she had to switch up whatever techniques she 
used to convince him to stay after school with her. 

"My friends are going to notice, " Nick said as he rifled through the 
pages of his textbook. Judy noticed he always did this: sit aimlessly 
and flip the pages of his books without actually reading them. 

"You should just bring your phone, " she suggested. 

"Or I could just not come." 



If 


Nick . " 


"_Carrots._" He responded in like before asking, "Why are we even 
doing this?" 

His question caught her off-guard. It was an answer she hadn't even 
fleshed out to herself yet, so she hesitated in answering. " I ' ma€ | I 
just thought you'd be helpful to me," her reply was uncertain. He 
raised an eyebrow at her. "I can tell you're good with numbers, so I 
figured having somebody check my blind spots would be nice." 

"Using me as a stepping stone, hm?" 

"No!" She gasped. "Oh no, no, if it came off that way, I'm so 
sora€" " 

"Relax, rabbit, I'm just kidding. And I don't care either way." He 
certainly looked apathetic, the way his attention was divided between 
their conversation and the little checkered handkerchief he'd pulled 
out of his pant pocket. When he unfolded the cloth, a few blueberries 
rolled from the pile and settled in front of her. Nick reached 
forward and swept them back onto the handkerchief before popping a 
few into his mouth. Meeting Judy's curious stare, he offered, 
"Blueberry? " 

"Oh! Uma€ | sure!" He tossed a berry to her, and it sailed in a neat 
arc before landing in her paws. 

When she sniffed it, Nick eyed her queerly. "It's not poisoned, 

Hopps . " 

"Oh, no! I'm, uh, checking to see, um, where it's from." _0h god, 
that sounded weird even to _me_, _Judy groaned to herself. Now Nick 
_definitely _would't be back for these study sessions. 

As she expected, his puzzled expression evolved into one of appalled 
incredulity. "What?" 

Judy allowed herself to chew and swallow before replying. Coughing 
awkwardly into her paw, she drummed her other fingers against the 
table. "I can tell when produce is from my family's farm based on the 
smell . " 

His entire body seemed to prick in alarm: his tail fluffed, his ears 
pricked, and his eyes widened. "_What_. " 

"Yeah, um, it's the pesticides. My parents don't use the kinds you 
spray on, but they plant Nighthowlers around the fields, so that's 
the smell I'm use to. There's a lot, so, um, I'm just really used to 

it . " 

"You grew up on a _farm_?" 

"a€ | Yeah . " 

"Why are you _here_ then? Shouldn't you be in some hick town 
school ? " 

Hey !_" 


If 



"I'm just sayin', rabbit!" He lifted his paws from the table in a 
show of surrender. 

Ruffled, Judy replied hotly, "Yeah, well, that's why they moved me 
out here. For a better education." 

"Really?" Nick seemed genuinely intrigued. 

"I mean, that and there was a, um, " her eyes flickered briefly to his 
claws, "A fox who bullied me quite a lot. I was ok, but I guess they 
just thought I might as well get a better education while also not 
getting terrorized." 

Nick's posture had become very rigid when she'd mentioned what had 
bullied her. His voice was equally as stiff when he replied, "I'm 
sorry to hear that." 

Flustered, she gesticulated wildly. "No! No, it's fine. I'm fine. And 
in fact, I've heard he's fine now. Went through some counseling, I 
think. Last I heard, at least." 

"That'sa€| good," Nick responded skeptically. 

"Yeah! It is! It's great!" Her voice was forcefully chipper, and Nick 
quirked a smile. 

"Whatever you say, " he singsonged, turning his attention away from 
her and back to his book. He began the process of flicking through 
the pages, and Judy turned back to her workbook, feeling herself 
blushing just a little. 

a€" 

Her voice was shy when she asked him, "Where are you from, 

Nick? " 

After she'd revealed a smidgeon of her past to him, she'd spent the 
rest of the day (yesterday _and _today) curious about his own. 
Initially, she'd judged him by the crowd he hung out with, but now 
she wasn't so sure who he was. 

He glanced up from his phone. "Nowhere you'd know." 

His impartial answer was disappointing, and she felt her heart sink. 
Even if she didn't know, she _wanted _to, but if he just dismissed 
her like thata€ | 

"Wow, don't look so heartbroken," Nick chortled. "If you're _that 
_curious, I'm from Dendale." 

"Dendale? " 

"Eh, a slum at the edge of the city. Off the beaten path on the way 
to Sahara square. My parents like it warm." 

"Are you still there?" Judy pried. 

"Nah. After my dad got put in prison, we moved closer to the city so 
it'd be easier to visit him. But we're still not that far from 
Dendale. The place we're at now is still pretty slummy." Suddenly, he 



smiled predatorily and added, "No place for a cute little bunny like 
you . " 

But his smile didn't distract from the blasA© tone he'd used when 
he'd explained that his dad was in prison. Judy sat with her back 
ramrod straight, a little shell-shocked from all the information 
she'd just received. All she'd asked was where he was from. Now she 
knew his dad was in prison. 

"Your dada€ | ? " 

The smile disappeared and the aloofness returned. He shrugged, 
turning back to his phone. "He was framed." 

" I ' ma€ | I'm sorry, Nick." 

He shrugged again. "No big deal. My dad's a good guy, and prison's 
treating him well. He's the guards' favorite. Actually, he's 
everybody's favorite. Everybody loves him. Everybody's always loved 
him. He got framed for attacking an officer when all he'd done was 
raise his arms to stop them from hitting some raccoon, who, it turned 
out, _wasn ' t_ that innocent, with like, 15a€"" 

The bitterness in his words increased exponentially until he seemed 
to realize he was rambling, and immediately snapped his mouth shut. 
Chewing her bottom lip, Judy leaned forward to speak to him, timidly 
resting her paw against his arm. "Thanks for sharing this with 


The closeness of her voice and the warmth of her touch made Nick look 
up, and when he saw how concerned she looked, he eyed her strangely. 
His confused gaze made her flush, but she stubbornly left her paw 
there until Nick reached across, and her heart skipped a beat. But 
all he did was start flipping the pages in her textbook. 

"What is this?" He ragged, shaking one of the pages. "You've still 
got 2 pages of the homework left. Carrots. Don't tell me you're 
slacking _now_. " 

Judy was quiet, contemplating her next move. Finally, she settled 
with playing along with him, so she smiled back easily, snatching her 
pen out of his hand that he'd taken sneakily. "Well, if _someone 
_would stop distracting me with tales of _grandeur_. " 

The tension in his body seemed to leave immediately when she let go 
of the previous topic, and he barked a laugh. "Get over yourself," he 
joked, shaking his head. 

"I should be saying that to _you_. " 

"Get over _this_?" He passed a paw over his torso. "_Never_. " 

Judy laughed. He smiled at her. And then they both returned to their 
respective tasks, basking in the silence between them that was 
somehow easy and even comfortable now. 

When they called it quits for the day, they walked out to the 
roundabout before parting ways. As Nick pulled out his phone and 
stuck his paw into his pocket to begin his trek, Judy patted his 
elbow. He looked at her quest ioningly . 



Her voice was coated in feathers but also deliberately casual. 
"Thanks, Nick. It means a lot to me that you trusted me witha€ | 
stuff . " 

She wished she could convey how much it'd meant to hera€" she was 
pretty sure they'd reached a milestone in that conversation. But Judy 
was beginning to understand Nick's aversion to vulnerability, and 
kindly catered to it . 

True to his distaste for "feelings, " Nick awkwardly waved off her 
sentiment. "Whatever, Carrots." 

She watched his back disappear from view, biting back her smile and 
trying to tamp down the joy that was bubbling inside her. 

a€" 

After their conversation and after the weekend, he came to the 
library with a lot less convincing. In fact, Judy had had to ask the 
teacher a question after class on Monday, so she'd assumed Nick 
would've high-tailed it out of the building before she could catch 
him. But actually, as she'd turned into the hallway that led to the 
library entrance, Nick was waiting there for her. He was scrolling 
through his phone, leaning against the wall with one foot on the 
ground and the other on the wall. He looked up when he heard her 
footsteps . 

"Took you long enough, rabbit. What were you doing, asking her to 
explain Whinestein's Theory of Relativity?" 

Judy shook her head. "I didn't understand integrating." 

"Oh? And how about now?" 

She looked at him sheepishly, head lowered a little in shame and 
smiling abashedly. "I still don't get it. But I just told her I did 
because I didn't want to bother her." 

Bobbing his head in understanding, Nick responded coolly, "Alright. 
Integrals it is, then." 

"Thanks, " Judy smiled, folding her arms across her shoulders so she 
was hugging herself. "I seriously appreciate it, Nick." 

But after an hour and a half of repeating the same thing over and 
overa€" Nick was surprisingly patient, although there were moments 
Judy could hear his exasperation seeping througha€" she still 
couldn't get it. He never said a mean word, but when Judy groaned and 
pressed the heels of her paws into her eyes, he folded his arms and 
watched her in confusion. 

"I don't know why I can't get this," she murmured, sounding frazzled 
and bewildered herself. Looking dolefully up at Nick, she said, "This 
has never happened to me before." 

Her ears got hot, and Judy ducked her head, avoiding his gaze which 
she interpreted as critical. "Sorry," she mumbled, intensely 
interested in her paws. Math wasn't her forte, but it wasn't like her 
to not understand something within a half hour. 



"No worries," Nick replied breezily, kicking his feet up. "We can 
take a break." 

"No!" Judy exclaimed crossly, startling Nick just a little. She 
blushed a little at her outburst, but she plowed on, adamant about 
learning the technique. "No. I _have _to get this." 

Nick furrowed his eyebrows before straightening up and leaning 
towards her so that he was eye-to-eye with her. "You will. Carrots. 
But _you_a€"" With two fingers, he gently grasped the end of her 
pencil that she was clutching, sliding it out of her vice-like grip. 
"a€" need a break." Resting back, he cocked his head at her and 

raised an eyebrow, giving her a "_you-know-I ' m-right_" kind of 

look . 

"No, " Judy groaned, staring at the pencil he now twirled between his 
fingers. "The test is in two weeks, Nick." 

He squinted at her. "Are you _serious?_ Listen to yourself. _Two 
weeks_, Hopps . You're fine!" 

She pressed her lips into a thin line, but said nothing. She didn't 
expect him to understand. 

Rolling his eyes, Nick stood up and snatched his backpack off the 
ground, slinging it over his shoulder. Then he stepped over to Judy, 
looming over her. 

"What are you doing?" Judy asked snippily, not budging from her 
seat . 

Nick jerked his head towards the library entrance. "C'mon, 

Cottontail. We're getting out of here." 

"_Nick! _I have toa€"" 

"The only thing you _have _to do right now is relax." Nick raised his 
eyebrows at her. "Which I happen to be very good at. So come on." 
After that, he turned tail and started making his way out. 

She was sure he was bluffing, but when he traipsed out the room 
without looking back, she scrambled to pack her things and catch up. 
When Judy finally slipped out the exit, he was waiting for her around 
the corner, boredly examining his nails. Her heart quickened a 
little, grateful that he'd waited. 

"Pick up the pace, rabbit, " Nick kicked off the wall when he saw her, 
already taking off again. "Didn't your kind win the race against the 
turtle? " 

"Ok, first? That was a _hare a€"_" 

"Same difference," Nick excused airily. 

The sound she made was half-affronted, half-disbelieving laughter. 
"Second, the hare didn't win." Nick's longer strides brought him out 
further ahead than Judy, so she hopped furiously up to him, ready to 
give him a piece of her mind. "And we are _not _the same as 
hares ! " 



"He didn't win?" He ignored her latter statement, looking genuinely 
surprised and frowning quizzically. 


"No, " Judy snapped. "He got _lazy _and _thought he had time _so he 
stopped to sleep and _lost_. Sound familiar?" 

"Nope," Nick grinned widely at her, flashing his canines. 

Giving a closed mouth scream, Judy hopped in place a little, combing 
her paws through her ears. "You're _infuriating !_" 

"Interesting way to tell me I'm charming, 
sweetheart . " 

"_Ugh !_" 

"Hush, bunny. We're here." 

Judy jerked to a stop so that she didn't run into Nick. "What is 
this?" Judy deadpanned, volume not changing at all. Nick glared at 
her. "A candy store?" 

The pastel yellow signage read "Sweet Fang." The shopfront was humble 
and unassuming: the brick wall was crumbling just a bit, but the 
glass windows were so clean, Judy wasn't even sure there was a glass 
between her and the beautiful cake displays. The other window 
revealed hearty piles of different candies, brightly wrapped and 
beautifully packaged, varying in size and shape. 

It wasa€ | cute. But she was reluctant to admit it, especially because 
Judy wasn't in the habit of ditching studying to go to _candy shops__. 
She made this known to Nick, glowering at him a little even if she 
was kind of excited about getting to see another part of his 
mysterious life. "You made me stop studying to bring me to a _candy 
shop?_" 

"Not just any candy shop. Carrots, " Nick caroled, pushing the door 
open for her. She walked underneath his stretched arm, the tips of 
her ears brushing him just a little. "The best one in the city." 

The cashier in the front looked up from checking the register, 
smiling and announcing rather mechanically, as if she couldn't even 
control it, "Welcome to Sweet Fang, where you're sure to find every 
sweet thang." Nick waved amicably at her, and the girl gave him a 
casual nod. Clearly the red panda recognized him. 

Nick was right about the candy shop being the best. The outside had 
given no sign that it housed such a colorful and fun assortment of 
sweets, but upon entering, Judy was awed by the baskets and barrels 
filled with goods she'd never seen before. The front of the store 
carried the usual, standard chocolate bars and candies that she could 
find in any grocery store. But the backa€ | the back was a paradise 
filled with new experiences. She was sure she'd strain her neck if 
she kept turning her head back and forth the way she was. 

When Nick hummed pleasantly, Judy whipped her head back to look at 
him. He was examining a lollipop while he licked his chops, wrapper 
crinkling in his paw. Judy giggled and he looked at her. 

"What?" 



"Your tongues blue, " She shot him a small smile, which he returned 
more widely. Her giggle turned into a snorta€" his back teeth were a 
faint shade of blue as well. 

"It's worth it. Wanna try?" He held out the sucker to her. 

"What is it?" 

"Blueberry cobbler. I'm partial." 

She laughed at his wording while delicately taking the sweet from his 
fingers. When she stuck it in her mouth, she made a noise of surprise 
and delight. 

"Mhmm, " Nick nodded sagely, eyes half-lidded, eyebrows raised, and 
overall, just looking extremely pleased with himself. "Good isn't 
it?" 


Judy nodded vigorously, taking another bite. 

Casually, Nick continued down the row of baskets. "And now that we've 
basically kisseda€"" Judy choked, and Nick laughed 
hysterically . 

"You're the worst!" She gasped and rasped through pained tears, 
thrusting the candy back at him. 

"Aw, Judy, you should've seen your face," Nick wheezed, leaning 
against one of the barrels while he wiped at the tears in his 
eyes . 

Judy blinked at him as he regained his composure. He refolded his 
collar and smoothed down his shirt before shaking out his fur just a 
little, grinning to himself. The grin dropped a little when he 
finally found Judy staring at him. Uncertainly, he examined himself, 
but found nothing off and looked at Judy. "What?" 

Biting her lip, she tried to contain her smile. "That's the first 
time you've used my first name." 

"Oh. Huh. I guess so." Then he shrugged, turning away from her, 
completely unconcerned. "C'mon, rabbit. There's a lot more where that 
came from. They've got stuff with carrots in the back." 

Maybe it wasn't a big deal to him, but her insides were warm and her 
heart was beating in double-time. 

a€" 

Her schedule regulated itself the next few days, until Thursday when 
Ben had had to take lunch during a different period because he needed 
to practice, and Fru Fru was at her student council luncheon. Left to 
her own devices, Judy decided to lay out under the trees, enjoying 
the weather. She'd been a quarter of the way into her salad, fork in 
one paw and pencil in the other to get a head start on her physics 
homework, when a familiar set of black feet intruded in the periphery 
of her sight. 


"I've got a solution. 



She sat up, crossed her legs, and looked at Nick expectantly. He 
lookeda€ | excited. Just a little. And it made her smile a little. 
"Excuse me?" 

"To your integrating issues." 

Her smile grew, and she brushed a paw through her ears, beaming up at 
him. "Oh yeah? What's your solution, slick?" 

"I was talking to my boys about youa€"" 

"_Aaaw_, " she crooned, folding her paws over her heart. "Nick! That's 
so nice ! " 

He glowered at her. "Not what I meant, sweetheart." Then he sat down 
across from her, crossing his legs at his ankles and putting his 
weight into his hands as he rested back on them. 

"What do they think of me?" She teased. "Am I good enough?" 

Rolling his eyes, he chose to ignore her. "I was talking to them 
about how you couldn't get integration, and when I tried to explain 
it to them, they said I was being too technical." 

"They know how to integrate?" Judy asked, surprised. When Nick 
narrowed his eyes at her, she realized her mistake. "Oh god, I'm so 
sorry, that's not what I meanta€" or, I mean, waita€ | I guess it was? 
Oh no. I'm so awful. I'm so sorry." She blustered through her hacked 
up apology, eyes panicked as she tried to save herself, completely 
oblivious to the way Nick had relaxed and was now smiling lazily at 
her . 

"You good, rabbit?" 

Judy flushed and mumbled something under her breath. Then, inhaling 
deeply and straightening her posture, she looked him dead in the eye, 
voice wavering just a little with embarrassment. "So, what's the 
verdict ? " 


He laughed. "You Judge Judy now?" 

"Oh, shut up," She rolled her eyes. "Well?" 

"I'm going to walk you through it like you're a 3rd grader." 

Judy bristled. "I'm not _stupid_. " 

Lifting his shoulders, he looked at her unapologet ically . "I didn't 
say they were." 

Judy widened her eyes and then began to sputter. Nick chuckled at her 
antics. Finally, she managed a coherent sentence. "How do you even 
know it'll work?!" 


"Eh, it always works. At least with the guys. 
That got her attention. "Huh?" 


"I tutor 'em. 



Her eyes, wide already, grew twice in size. They were like purple 
dinner platesa€" it was quite the image, and Nick struggled not to 
burst into laughter. "Youa€| do?" 

"Yupp." He picked one of the tomatoes from her salad, popping it into 
his mouth. 

"Nick! " 

"Rabbit!" He echoed, but not paying attention. He was surveying her 
tray, looking for more eats to filch from her. 

Swatting away his wandering paw, she huffed. "You never told 
me ! " 

"Never came up," He said through a mouth full of leaves. Her fork was 
in his paw, and she had to decide if she wanted to lecture him about 
keeping things from her or taking things from her. 

Nick wasn't even paying attention to her, though. So she decided to 
just drop the monologue that was writing itself in her head and ask 
instead, "Am I a burden?" 

"_Ha!_ Rabbit, _what _a question to ask. How long do I have to write 
the essay?" 

"_Nick !_" 

Sighing, he returned her silverware to her tray, expression not as 
playful as he brushed his hands together. "No, Judy. You're 
not . " 

Relief washed through her, as well as her heart skipping a beat at 
the use of her real name. "When do you tutor the guys?" 

"During lunch." 

"_What are you doing here then?!_" She practically screeched. Nick's 
ears flattened at her pitch. 

"They didn't need help today." He shrugged. That seemed to calm her 
down . 

"So you came to me instead, " Judy commented suggestively, smiling 
slyly. Nick raised an eyebrow at her. 

"What's it to ya?" 

She clicked her pen a few times, before pointing the tip at him and 
grinning like she knew his deepest, darkest secret. "Do you _like 
_me, Nick?" Judy began to singsong, waving her pen in the air. Now 
both of Nick's eyebrows were raised. "Are we _friends _now?" Her 
voice had grown in volume, but for her finishing sentence, she leaned 
in, wiggled her own brows, and murmured lowly, "Do you actually 
_enjoy __hanging out with me now?" 


He laughed, pushing her out of his face. "You're crazy 
rabbit . " 



Ignoring his jab, she let her curiosity get the best of her. "What do 
the guys think?" 

Despite the crooked smile on his face, he squinted at her with 

furrowed brows. "Why do you care so much what they 

think?" 

Shrugging, Judy didn't meet his eyes. "I don't want them to think I'm 
making you use your time for me instead of them." 

"Nah. They're cool. They think you'rea€| interesting." 

"Oh?" 

It was his turn to shrug uncomfortably. She swore she saw some red 
creeping into his face, but it was hard to tell if he was actually 
blushing, or if his fur was just falling in a different direction. 
"Well, you're a rabbit." 

"Astute observation," Judy remarked dryly. 

Nick shot her the evil-eye. "Wasn't finished, sweetheart. _As I was 
saying_, you're a rabbit, I'm a fox. We spend an inordinate amount of 
time together. They're, uh, extremely interested in thea€ | 
mechanicsaC i of how aa€ _physica_l relationship wouldaC i _fit_. " His 
word choice was very deliberate. 

"_OOOOOH-KAY !_" Judy said loudly, clapping her paws together multiple 
times while her heart beat ferociously and she had no idea why, other 
than mortification. "Enough of that. I don't want to think about 
that. Let's move on." 

But they were both quiet, both avoiding each other's eyes, and 
bothaC" even Nick, very clearly this timeaC" were redder than the 
tomatoes in Judy's salad. 

Nick finally broke the tension by getting up stiffly and brushing 
himself off. "Yeah, well. Don't worry about it. I'll take care of 
their dirty minds. We, uh, still up for meeting after class?" 

Judy gulped, trying to swallow her saliva and also the embarrassment 
clouding the both of them. "'Course! Wouldn't miss it for the 
world . " 

Nick looked at her pitifully, shaking his head slowly while he 
smirked at her. "You lead a sad, sad life, rabbit." 

Judy snickered. "Can't be _that _sad if you're still here." 

He laughed as he walked away, throwing a paw in the air to say 
goodbye . 

a€" 

a/n: Soa€ | this update took a while. 

I'M SO SORRY HAHHA! I have an explanation though: I actually already 
had chapter 3 in beta, but I realized that the pacing wasn't working 
out. So I had to add another chapter. And this chapter is about twice 
as long! hehehehe YAY 



On that notea€" I don't think I'm going to beta my chapters. It takes 
a while, and right now, I'm not the kind of writer who wants my 
chapters to have that long of a wait. 

That's about it, I think! Hope you guys enjoyed this chapter. Leave a 
review if this chap had you feelin' some kinda way! Hehehehe . 


End 
f ile . 



